158                   ' INDISCRETIONS'
neighbourhood stopped to lunch in an oasis of green, set down as a jewel in the midst of a stony plain.
A further short ride brought us to Kuneitra, where we pitched our camp for the night on an open plain of smooth, green grass, almost like an English lawn. A land of contrasts is this Holy Land!
We were glad to make a start again early next morning. At first we rode along a newly metalled high-road, or what appeared to be newly metalled, but the grass growing between the stones soon undeceived us.
Halil, who knew every inch of the country we were riding over, as also all the gossip connected with it, told us that the combination of metal and green grass on the same road testified to the fact that the bridges over the water-courses that frequently intersected it had never been built, the money voted for them having been empoche (pocketed) by those charged with their construction. The road was consequently unusable, and we had to make our way as best we could over the fields bordering it, scrambling over the water-courses wherever a possible place presented itself.
The result was that soon after leaving El Kuneitra we took a wrong bridle-path and had to be set right by a passing native. Our way lay across a stony plain, keeping the snowy range of Mount Hebron on our left. We had left the smiling flower-carpeted regions of yesterday.
The rocky boulders which encumbered our path impeded us at every turn, and presently alternated with extensive marshes and deep fords, through which our horses struggled wearily up to their girths in the muddy, malodorous water.158                   ' INDISCRETIONS'
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